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his other neighbour, hung upon the accents of Mr. Pintor
and Hugo Bohuu imitated St. Aldegonde. What Mr.
Pinto said or was saying was quite inaudible, for he always
spoke low, and in the present ease he was invisible, like an
ortolan smothered in viueleavcs; but every now and then
St. Aldegonde broke into a frightful shout, and Hugo
Bohun tittered immensely. Then St. Aldegonde, throwing
himself back in his chair, and talking to himself or the
ceiling, would exclaim, ' Best thing I ever hoard,' while
Hugo nodded sympathy with a beaming smile.

The swells now and then paused in their conversation
and glanced at the scene of disturbance.

* They seem highly amused there/ said Mr. Brancepeth,
* I wish they would pass it on.'

41 think St. Aldegonde/ said the Duke of Brecon, * is
the least conventional man of my acquaintance.'

Notwithstanding this stern sneer, a practised general
like Mr. Brancepeth felt he had won the day. All his
guests would disperse and tell the world that they hud
dined with him and met St. Aldegonde, and to-morrow
there would be a blazoned paragraph in the journals com-
memorating the event, and written as if by a herald.
What did a little disturb his hospitable mind was that
St. Aldegonde literally tasted nothing. He did not care
so much for his occasionally leaning on the table with
both his elbows, but tliat he should pass by every dish was
distressing. So Mr. Brancepeth whispered to his own
valet, a fine gentleman, who stood by his master's chair
and attended on no one else except, when requisite, his
master's immediate neighbour, and desired him to suggest
to St. Aldegonde whether the side table might not provide,
under the difficulties, some sustenance. St. Aldegonde
seemed quite gratified by the attention, arid said he should
like to have some cold meat. Now that was the only
thing the side table, bounteous as was its disposition.